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NORTHWEST INDIANA: 
SIX TIMES A PARADISE 


Once upon a time there were no 
highways or cities in the three lake counties 
of what later came to be Northwest 
Indiana. No signs of man at all except a 
bent twig here and there or a hatchet mark 
on a tree, so that the Pottawattami hunters 
could silently direct each other toward the 
plentiful game that abounded in our 
forests, lakes, and skies. 


There were campfires on the shores 
and birch bark canoes bobbing in our 
rivers as the red man and later the French 
and English trappers had their fill of our 
wild game and brought to the civilized 
marts of Kings named George or Louis our 
glistening furs of bear, deer, mink, beaver, 
otter, and sable. The natural swamps, the 
massive forests that covered our hills, the 
rivers and streams found us not only with 
game in abundance, but with fish and birds 


in such profusion that there seemed to be 
no end to their proliferation. Nations 
fought over us, we wrested the land for 
ourselves from the red man and often 
stood in awe as the skies so swarmed with 
birds that for often a half hour at a time 
their million wings darkened the earth with 
shadow as they moved from forest top to 
forest top. 


For the red man and the trapper who 
followed, it was a paradise. 


By 1800 settlers began moving up 
from the southern parts of the state and 
founding clusters of homes in the most 


beautiful of our settings, giving their new 
villages names like LaPorte, Michigan 
City, Valparaiso, Crown Point. 


Paradise. 


In the 1860's, the millionaires of 
Chicago forayed into the wilderness of 
water and woods that was then Lake 
County, found the hunting superb, and 
created a private shooting club which 
brought to our shores many of the world- 
renowned hunters of that time, finding our 
game equal to the world’s best. 


Paradise. 


By 1900, piers 400-feet long into Lake 
Michigan supported an extensive shipping 
and fishing industry, our lumber and fruit 
being shipped all over the Lakes, and 
excursion steamers plied our waters with 
countless thousands of visitors who came 


to picnic, to climb the giant Hoosier Slide 
— a dune so high at the foot of Michigan 
City’s harbor as to be the greatest 
attraction in the State of Indiana — and be 
taken to the towns of nearby Michigan for 
the day, the weekend, the week, the 
summer, making along the lake a resort 
district of great reputation and magnitude. 
We became the summer playland of 
Chicago. 


Paradise. 


The creation of the entire city of Gary 
in 1906 began the road system that was to 


run along the lake and bring as many 
tourists to our area as there had been birds 
in the skies a generation before, The roads 


— Route 20, and by 1921, Route 12 — 
brought the dunes into acceggibility, and 
the elite provinces of Ogdewt Dunes and 
Dune Acres and Grand sprang up, 
with the rich taking ssion of the 


waterfront in ever-increasifg numbers. 


For them, Paradise. — 


To the artists, writers, philosophers, 
photographers, nature’ lovers, campers, 


“hikers, members of Chicago's prestigious 


Prairie Club who erected a clubhouse in 
the shifting sands, Paradise. 


And then came Sarhuel Insull, multi- 
millionaire, utilities tyeoon, controller of 
(some said) ten percent of the utilities in 
America. Insull saw such a potential for 
greatness here that he bought the existing 
electric railroad which ran from 
Hammond to South Bend, extended it into 
Chicago, rebuilt its roadbed and track, and 
purchased the orange rolling stock in 1926 
which has served to this day. His public 


relations people made the famed posters, 
distributed the literature about the 
recreational and real estate possibilities of 
the whole corridor, and developed many of 
the towns along what became the Chicago, 
South Shore, and South Bend railroad 
right-of-way. 


In Insull’s mind: Paradise. 
What keeps us now from being one? 


‘What holds our tongues, binds our 
hands, and so affects our temperament 
that when someone asks us where we are 
from, we forget the lakes, the sands, the 


sunsets, the hills, the seasons and the skies 
— and blurt out in shame, red-faced: 
Northwest Indiana. 


We buy drinks for the Texan who 
boasts of his arid, gritty, flatlands, we look 
with favor on the Wisconsinite and the 
Michiganer who by virtue of the social 
tradition that has for a generation 
established them as better than us, and we 
wish that we had come from somewhere 
else, anywhere else. 


We get no help from our State 
officials, who feel as badly about Indiana 
as it is possible to feel — and for the same 
non-reasons. 


We get no help from our bankers and 
others with funds to invest, who see anyone 
who likes Indiana as either a kook or a 
visionary, both being nearly the same. 


Nor do the city fathers help, with their 
inter- and intranecine squabbles, and no 
vision in either eye, or the chambers of 
commerce, each intent on finding prey for 
its own nest. 


From whence, then, is our vision to be 
realized? 


It is to come, slowly, (unless we speed © 


it up) from ten forces already at work and 
moving with the slowness but sureness of 
time and destiny. 


The Ten Inexorable Forces 


bs The economy, which has made 
each community look toward tourism as a 
possible source of revenue, other 
traditional sources being exhausted. 


2. The National Lakeshore Park 
which has already had 1,200,000 visitors in 
a single year, and which can handle in 
future at least twice that many. 


3. Sport fishing in Lake 
Michigan, which is creating a whole new 
industry on the water and the shores that 
border it. 


A. The new momentum of the 
South Shore Railroad, which is making 


accessible the many communities of , 


Northwest Indiana to each other and to 
travellers, with its newly funded stations, 
rolling stock, and its plans to create spurs 
to Valparaiso and Merrillville and stations 
in places like North End Michigan City 
and the airport at South Bend. 


5. The genesis of the downtown 
transportation and entertainment complex 
in Gary, and the now-being-constructed 
toll-road interchange which, like the 
railroad, can bring people into this new 
complex from Chicago without their 
having to go through any part .of 
“unpleasant” Gary whatsoever. 


6. The soon-to-be built 1-94 
interchange at County Line Road, 
Michigan City, connecting the world with 
Mt. Baldy by direct route. 


7. The continual and increasing 
tourism funds of Lake and LaPorte 


Counties, which come froma tax on motel 
rooms, and which, when joined by. the 
sure-to-come tourism board of Porter 
County, will begin to exert a mighty 
pressure for tourism. 


8. A new look at industrial and 
business technology which clearly shows 
that present people power needs will never 
again be as great in existing factories, that 
new means of income must be created, and 
that technology, properly utilized, can 
mean many new jobs in service industries 
throughout the Northwest Indiana 
corridor. 


9. A new look at tourism itself, 


It’s a country club! 


and more! 


courts, and picnic areas. 


warmth of friends. 


Come out and see us 
today.Bring the family. 
Weather permitting, we will AB 
take you out on a boat tour of hog 
the area and show you the lots 

still available among the K 


superb homes already here. 


It’s a fashionable resort! 


It’s a wilderness park where lake, forest : 
and wooded hills celebrate the seasons. © 


Shorewood Forest is all of these 


_ dust for starters, there is a private lake with nine 
miles of shoreline. It’s 230 acres of water provide year-round fun 
not only for the households with shoreline property, but for all the 

other residents as well. There are marinas for Shorewood 

residents, beaches where you can swim under supervision, a 
clubhouse with its own outdoor swimming pool, acres and acres 
of common property that includes a childrens playground, tennis 


If this sounds like the Good Life, you can bet it is! In fact, 
there is nothing better anywhere in 
.Midwest America, and our several hundred 

households are very proud of it. 

4 We're proud too, of the many important 

personages who have chosen to live here 
amid the splendors of nature and the 


You'll want to live here too, on the 
lake or among the hills of Shorewood. 
Choice lots available from $17,650. with 
10% down and 7-year financing. 


orest 


410 Shorewood Court 
Valparaiso, IN 46383 
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and a realization that not only is it not all 
bad, but that tourists leave money in our 
coffers without wanting schools, or roads, 
or police, health, fire, and social services. 


10. Finally, a growing realization 
that “We Are Somebody,” that we are 
genuinely worthy and that if we act 
together with other communities, we can 
actually produce a dream that cannot 
possibly be produced by each community 
working alone. 


Located 8 miles east of 1-65 0n U.S. 30 
Open Sundays 

(Call Collect 

464-4901 


